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fliall want no inftrufttort: If their Dau^V be capable, 
I will put it to them. But Vir fapis qui pauca loquitur, a 
foule Feminine falutcth vs. 

Enter laquenetta and the flowne. 

laqtt. God giue you good morrow Wl.Perfok. 

Natb. Matter V*tfon,quaJi PcrfonfAnd if one fliould 
be perft, Which is the one ? 

C&.Marry M. Schoolemaftcr,hee that is llkcft to a 
hogfliead. 

Natb. Ofperfing a Hogshead, a good lufter of con- 
ceit in a turph of Earth, Fire enough for a Flint, Pcarle 
enough for a Swine : 'tis prettic,it is well. 

Iaqu. Good Mailer Parfon be fo good as reademee 
this Letter, it was g'menmee by Cofiard, and lent mce 
from Don Armatho : I befeech you reade it. 

Natb. Facile pre cor gellida, qriando pec as omnia (ub vm- 
braruminat, and fo forth. Ah good old Mantua*, I 
may fpeake of thee as thctraucilcr doth office, vem- 
chie,vencha, que non te vnde,cfue non te ferreche. Old Man- 
tuam,o\& Mantuan. Who vnderftandeth thee not, vtre 
folia mi fa : Vnder pardon fir, What are the contents? or 
rather as Horrace fayes in his, What my foule verfes. 

Hoi. I fir,and very learned. 

Nath. Let me heare a ftaffe,a ftanze,a vet fe, Lege do- 
mine. 

If Loue make mcforfwornchowfliall I fweare to louc? 
Ah neucr faith could hold,if not to bcautie vowed. 
Though to my felfe forfworn,to thee He faithfull proue. 
Thofe thoughts tomcc were Okcs, to thee like Oficrs 
bowed. 

Studie his byas leaues, and makei his booke thine eyes. 
Where all thofc pleafurcs liue, that Arc would compre- 
hend. 

If knowledge be the marke,to know thee fnall fuflfice. 
Well learned is that tongue,that well can thee comend. 
All ignorant that foule^that lees thee without wonder. 
Which is to rue fbme praife,that I thy parts admire; 
Thy eye Ioues lightning bcares, ;hy voyce his drcadfull 
thunder. 

Which not to ang^r bent, is mufiquc,and fwcet fire. 
Celeftiall as thou art,Oh pardon loue this wrong, 
That fings heaucnspraife } with fuch an earthly tongue. 

Ped. Youfindenotthe-apoftraphas, and fo miffe the 
accent. Let me fuperuife the cangenet. 

Nath. Here are onely numbers ratified, but for the 
elegancy, facility,& golden cadence of poefie caret : O- 
uiddius Nafewss the man. And why in deed A/4/0, but 
for fmellingoufc the odoriferous flowers of fancy? the 
icrkes of inuention imitarie is nothing : So doth the 
Hound his mafter, the Ape his keeper, the tyred Horfc 
his rider : But Damofetla virgin. Was this directed to 
you? 

Iaq. I fir from one mounfier *Bcrowne 9 one of the 
ftrange Qucenes Lords. 

' Natb. I will ouerglancc the fuperfcript. 
To the fnow-white hand of the moft beauttous Z^Rofalinei 
I willlooke againc on the intellect of the Letter, for 
the nomination of the partie written to theperfon writ- 
ten vn to. 

Tour Ladifhips in aide fired imployment , Bcrowne. 

Per. Sir ttilofctner y i\\'\s Berowneis one of the Votaries 
with thc Kingiand here he hath framed a Letter to a fc- 
quent of the ftrahger Qucenes : which accidentally, or 
by the way of progrefTion, hathmifcarricd. Trip and 


Loues Labour slofi. 


goe my fwcete, deliuer this Paper into theh^dTf 
King,it may concernc touch : ftay riot thy coifepW* th< 
forgiue thy duetie,aduc. 

Maid. Good Coftard go Ytxthmsz 
Sir God faue your life. 

Coft. Haue with thtemygirle. 

Hoi. Sir you haue done this in the fear* ©f God 
religioufly : and as a certaine Father faith Cr ? 

Ped. Sir tell not me of the FatherJ do fcare colou 
ble colours. But to returne to the Verfes,Did thcvol/f' 
you h Nathaniel} 

Nath. Marueilous well for the pen, 

Peda. I do dine to day at the fathers of a certaine pn 
pill of mine,where if (being repaft) it fhall p] ca f c you 
gratifie the table with a Grace,I will on my priuilcdecT 
haue with the parents of the forcfaid Childe or PuL 
vndertake your Men vonuto, where I will proue thof 
Verfes to be very vnlearned, neither fauouriag * 
Poetrie, Wit, nor Inuention. I befeech your So 
cietie. 

Nat. And thankc you to: for focictic (faithj^hc text! 
is the happineffe of life, ' 

Peda. And certcs the text moft infallibly concludes^ 
air 1 do inuite you too, you flball not fay me nay : p m 
verba. 

A way,thc gentles arc at their game, and wc will toonr 
recreation. £xm 

Enter Berowne with a Taper m his hani,alone. 

Bero. The Kmg he is hunting the Deare, 
lam courfing my felfe. 

They hauepit-ht a 7oyle, I am toyling in apyrch, 
pitch thatdefues ; defile, afoulcword: Wtll, let thee 
downeforrow; forfo they hy the foole faid, and fo fay 
I, and I the foole : Well proued wit. By the Lord this 
Loue is as mad as Aiax, it k lis fheepe, it kils mce, I a 
fheepe: Well proued againc a my fide. J will not louc; 
if I do hang me : y faith I will not. O but her eye ; by 
this light, but for her eye, I would not lotic her; yes,for 
her two eyes. Well, I doe nothing in the world but lye, 
and lye in my throate. By heauen I doe ioue,and it hath 
caught mee to Rime ; and tobemallicholie; and hereto 
part of my Rime, and beere my mallichohe. Well, Ik 
hath one a'my Sonnets already, the Clowncboreit,thc 
Foole fentit,and the Lady hath it : fweetClowne,fwec» 
ter Foole,fwecteft Lady.By the world,I wouldnotcarc 
a pin/if the other three were in* Here comes one witha 
paper,God giue him grace to grone. 

He fronds afide. The King entreth. 

Kin. Ay mee 1 

Ber. Shot by heauemproccedc fweet ^i^thou haft 
thumpt him with thy Birdbolt vnder the lcftpap:in faith 
fecrets. 

King. So fweetc a kiffe the golden Sunne giucsnot, 
To thofe frefli morning drops vpon the Rofe, 
As thy eye beames,whcn their frefli rayfe haue fmot* 
The night of dew that on my cheekes downe flowc*. 
Nor {hincs the filucr Moone one halfe fo bright, 
Through the tranfparent bofome of the dcepe, 
As doth thy face through teares of mine giue light : 
Thou fcin'ft in cuery tearc that I doe wecpe, 
No drop,but as a Coach doth carry thee ; 
So rideft thou triumphing in my woe. 
Do but behold the teares that fwell in me, 
And they thy glory through my gricfc will ftovr. 
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Rfl£ doenotlouc thy felfe,then thou wiltkeepc 
S rSresfor glaffcs,and fiiU makemcwcepe. 
^&eof Wenes,ho 
^n^uehtcantbinke,nortonguebfmortall tell. 

Saw fhail ft* know my griefes ? He drop the-paper. 
Sweet leauesfhade folly. Who is he comes heere? 

Enter Longauile. The Kingfleps aftde. 

Ber Now in thy likenefie, one more foole appeare. 
£«. Aynie, Iam forlworne. 

Why he comes in like a periure,weanngpapers. 
^ * InloueI hope 5 fwcetfeIlowfhip inlhame. 
Ber One drunkard loucs another of the name. 
Ion. Amlthefirft^haue-'beenpefiur'dfo? (know, 
3rr. I could put theein comfort, not by two that I 
Thournakcft the triumphery,the corner cap of focietie , 
The {Jiape of Loucs Tiburne,that hangs vp fimplicitic. 

Jjtn* I f earc ^ c ^ c ftubborn l ac k power to moue. 
0 fwcet TA&ria* ErpprefTe of my Loue , 
Thcfenui^' Ders will I teare,and write in profe, 

Ber. O Rimes arc gards on wanton Cupids hofe, 
Disfigure not his Shop. 
Ion. T h i $ fa m e fh a 1 1 g o e . He reades the Sonnet. 
"Did not the heauen Ij Rhetoricke of thine eye, 
'Gainfi whom the world cannot hold argument, 
Perfrade my heart to tbafalfe perinrie f 
Vowesfor thee broke deferue not pmifhmenU 
A Woman Iforfivore, bnt I mU prone, 
Thou being a GoddeffeJ for fr ore not thee. 
My Vow was earthly , thou aheauenly Loue. 
Thy grace being gain d, cures all dtfgr ace in me. 
Vowes are but breath, and breath a vapour is. 
Then thou faire Sunjwhicb on my earth doeft jhine, 
Exhales! this vapor-vow 9 in thee it is : 
If broken then, it is no fault of mine :. 
If by me broke 3 What foole is not fo wife , 
To loofe an oath, to win a Paradife ? 
Ber. This is the liuer veine 3 which makes flefh a deity. 
A greene Goofe,a GoddelTe, pure pure Idolatry. 
God amend vs, God amend, we arc much out o'th'way. 

Enter Dumaine. 

Lou. By whom fhall 1 fend this (company?) Stay. 

Bere. All hid, all hid,ars old infant play , 
Like a demie God, here fit I in the skie, 
And wretched foolcs fecrets heedfully ore-eye. 
More Sacks tothemyll. Ohcauens I haue my wifh, 
Dumaine transformed, foure Woodcocks in a difli. 

Dnm. O moft diuine/Gite. 

Bero. Omoft prophane coxcombc. 

Dam, By heauen the wonder of a mortall eye. 

Bero. By earth (lie is no^corporal^there you lye. 

hum. Her Amber haircs for foule hath amber coted. 

Ber. An Amber eoioured Rauen was well noted. 

Bum. As vpright as the tedar. 

'Ber. Stoopc I fay , her (houlder is with-child. 

Dum* As faire as day. 

Ber. I as fome daics,but then no funne muft fliinc. 
"Bum. O that I had my wifii f 
ton. And I had mine. 
Kin. And mine too good Lord. 
Bar. Amen,fo I had mine : Is not that a good word ? 
Dnm. I would forget her,but a Feuer file 
T CS y bloud > and Will remembred be. 
Mer ' AFeucri « your bloud,why then incifion : 


Would let her out in Sawcerf, fwcet mifprifion. 

D*m. Once more lie re^d the Ode that I haue writ 
Ber. Once more He rnarke how Louc can tarry Wit 

Dftptanereades bit Sonnet. 

On a day, alack^ the day 
Loue, whofe Month is etiery 7riay 9 
Spied a bjtvffemc puffing faire, 
Playing in the wanton ayre 7 
Through theVeluet, leanes the mnde, 
• Allvnfeene^can pajfagefinde. 
That the Loner fickf to death, 
Wijh himfelfe the heauen s breath. 
Ayre (quoth he) thy cheekes may blowe^ 
Ay re, would I might triumph fo. 
But alacke my hand is fworne, 
Nerc to p lathe thee from thy throne? 
Vow alacke for youth vnmeeie, 
Touth fo apt to plucke a fiveet. 
Doe not call it fiwe in me, 
That I am forfwornefor thee. 
Thou for whom I cue would fweare \ 
Iuno but an tAEthiop vftrh; 
And denie himfelfe for Joue^ 
Turning mortaUfor thy Lorn. 

This will I fend,and fomething elle more plaine. 
That fhall exprefle my true-loues fafting paine. 

0 would the KingfBerowne and Longauill, 
Were Louers too, ill to example ill, 

W ould from my forehead wipe a periur'd note : 
For none offend, where all alike doe dote. 

Lon. Dumaine, thy Loue is farre from charitie, 
That in Loues griefe dctVft focietic : 
You may looke pale, but ] fa&Ad b\u(h I know, 
To be ore-heard,and taken napping fo* 
^ Kin. Come fir,you blufh : as rrHjour cafe is fuch, 
You chidcat him, offending twice as much. 
You doe not loue Maria ? Longauile, 
Did neuer Sonnet for her fake compile ; 
Nor neuerlay his wreathed armcs athwart 
His louing bofome, to keepe downe his heartc 

1 haue beene clofely fhrovvded in this bufh , 
And markt you borh,and for you both did blufli- 
I heard your guilty Rimes,obferu d your faftion : 
Saw fighes reeke from you, noted well your paffion. 
Aye mc,fay es one ! O 7^ 3 the other cries { 

On her haires were Gold, Chriftall the others eyes. 
You would for Paradife breake Faith and troth , 
And loue for your Louc would infringe an oath. 
What will "Berowne fay when that he fhall heare 
Faith infringed, which fuch zeale did fweare. 
How will he fcorne?how will he fpend his wit ? 
How will he triumph,lcape,and laugh at i t ? 
For all the wealth that euer I did fee , 
I would not haue him know fo much by me. 

Bero. Now ftep I forth to whip hypocrifie. 
Ah good my Liedge,I pray thee pardon me. 
Good heart, What grace haft thou thus to reprouc 
Thefe wormes for louing,that art moft 1 n loue ? 
Your eyes doe make no couches in your teares 8 
There is no certaine Princeffe that appeares . 
You'll not be periur'd, 'tis a hatefull thing : 
Tu(h,none but Minftrcls like of Sonnetting* « 
But arc you not aflhaip'd ?nay, arcyounos 
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